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strange." After a thoughtful pause, she asked, "What will
you do with the bracelet?"
Noria suppressed a shiver. On one point Kerel was
right; she wasn't prepared for that kind of power. And in
the moment of invocation, she had actually enjoyed it. "I'll

do what Mother wanted - take the amulet to the temple
Sisters for cleansing. Then maybe I'll be able to find a good
use for it."
Again Mariel thought for a while before answering.
"Yes, I think that would have pleased her."

ODE TO RIP VflN WINKLE
by Phil Coffman
Up the Hill came the tiny traveler
carrying a container on his back.
I stopped and stared, uneasy,
until he called to me to come help him,
which I then promptly did.
I was down the mountain slope in a minute,
but was astounded at the distance the little Dwarf had made up
the mountain, in so short a time.
We carried the barrel, full of liquid, up the mountain.
Before we reached the top, we turned aside, taking a footpath.
We followed this as the sun moved west, and the shadows
lengthened. We came to a ravine, with a dried up stream,
and followed this into an amphitheater, made of stone.
In the amphitheater, there were others like my companion,
short, squarely-built, heavy-set, with long beards of different
shapes and colors. One companion had a fat face and little
pig-like eyes. Another's nose was as big as his face. They were
hairy, with thick beards, and bushy brows.
They looked at me hard, and I began to quiver.
They didn't speak a word, until one told me to start serving.
I began to be quite thirsty, as there was no water
in the dried up ravine. So I put to my lips a flagon
full of the dark brown liquid, and took a sip.
My thirst then got the better of me, and I drained
the goblet. "This is not bad."
So I filled another cup, and downed it at a gulp.
Thus it was, I drank what must not have been meant for my kind.
Or maybe it was some kind of joke?
The liquor soon went to my head, and I sat down at a table
on a tree stool cut from a log,
and set my head down.
My companions must have carried me away.
I awoke outside, on top of a green knoll, with the crows
wheeling about, cawing.
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